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may see tins story acted in moving pictures this afternoon
YOU evening or any afternoon or evening within, the next two

weeks. Cut.it out and save it It will be shown at your neigh-
borhood, theater sooner or later. By special arrangement with the Uni-
versal ,Filtn Manufacturing Company, which represents the ten fore-
most American companies, The Washington Herald
now offers itsreaders the unique opportunity of reading every morning
a complete" story which 'will be released throughout the United States

FORGETTING
Ethel danced at the face or the man

beside her. It was tender, impetuous,
strone and masterful, the kind of race
she had glimpsed dimly in dreams. Be-

yond loomed the future, frozen and hor-
rible.

She felt Urn words- - th-- u trembled on
her lips words that she must utteft-trou- ld

Wot put life" meaning for ber
and nuike bo days that were to come a
dismal, achlngi void. In a few "brief mo-
ments she had learned the meaning of
lore; it had been a swift, daxzlin? mad-deal- n?

glimpse thai had revealed life
in Its fullness and ecstasy. Now she
must shatter that brief happiness.

Hobart Henley was pouring out his
love In her ears and pointing the way to
a, lite that had existed only In her
dreams. Each word made her nerves
Uncle nnd throb with a sensation as
delldoua as It was exrrulclatlng. She
tried to speak, to stop him. but the
words caught and broke. She had never
Imagined love could be like this potent
as the Imperious call of early spring and
intoxicating as the breath ot jessamlnn.

"And we will go away, little Ctrl, and
just live out cur lives for each other."
murmured the man. Ethel scarcely
h,eard. She only knew his words were
touching soft, tender chords somewhere.
They were like a melodious Invitation to
Arcadia. Bh wanted to yield, to
strangle the warning voice within her,
to choke back her scruples.

"Because you will marry me. won't
you, little girl?" Ills strong arm
clutched her to him It was all like a
living, scorching flame. She broke from
htm with a little gasp.

I ean'tr she cried. "I
Must she tell him? Must she bury her-

self forever from the new life that had
Just burst Into blossom about her? She
struggled and faltered, striving to wring
from her lips the words that would exile
her from happiness and Hobart Henley.

"Perhaps you think you love some one
else?" he asked boyishly. "Never mind.
I will win you force you to love me. I
think you love me now. don't ou. dear?"

She stood trembling beside him, a piti-

ful thing whose soul fought for suprem-
acy over the greater law. Again the
future loomed frozen and horrible, a dis-
mal, heart-chillin- g waste, before her.
And the melodious Invitation grew more
insistent A tempting whisper reach
her ears: "Follow him." It said. "You
never knew love before. Perhaps jou
never may again. There Is love and
happiness in store for you If you will
but throw foolish conventions to the
wind. And it isn't your fault."'

It was not Hobart's voice. He was too
manly, too honest, to tempt her if he
knew the reason why she could never
marry him.

"It wasn't your fault." continued the
tempter, 'that your husband pushed you
aside and told you to go alone when you
asked him to go with you to Mrs. Hamp-
ton's week-en- d party. It wasn your
fault that Mrs. Hampton in a spirit of
diablerie substituted the prefix Miss for
that of Mrs. You know your husband
has been faithless probably he Is at this
very moment joy riding 'with one of his
interesting chorus girl friends. You love
Hobart. Why not

"Why not?" she echoed brokenly. Ho-

bart was pleading with her. begging her
to be his. Her face was white and tense
with the fierceness of the struggle be-

tween love and a woman's soul on one
side and the .greater law oa. the other.
And thp tempter was right. There had
been no love in her marriage; she had
married in dutiful obedience to parental
decree, "and if Hobart Henley had not
come Into her life with his masterful
ways and sorcerous pleadings she might
have lived happily and never known the
meaning of life and love, never expe-

rienced this splendid, (lame
that hsd rushed Into her being.
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"She Felt the Words that Trembled on
InK and Make the !) that Were

"I know 1 can force you to love me,
and I want to make you so happy, little
girl." Hobart was saying, and again she
realized the contrast between the lover
beside her and the husband who had
thrust her from him. her efforts
to make their home pleasant and as n
last lndlKiiity had flaunted his clandes-
tine affairs before her In a manner that
had brought blushes of shame and anger
to,her face. And again the new life with
its love beckoned her with Its splendor.

Still he was pouring out his love, and
she looked at film pleadlnglv. begging!)
He ws the man who fice she had

twilight when she searched her soul and
vaguely felt, though she could not know.

tt.lt-v-. Klci. l! at. s .. . .. .

well to deceive him and plaj a despicable
role before him. The realization come
with a flash that blinded her and blotted
out life's petty temptations.

She drew away from him. a ghost of
a smile curling her lips. "J do love you.
Hobart.' she said. "I love you too much
for that." The words were wrung from
aching depths, but their metallic ring
surprised her. Again she summoned a
last remnant of strength. "I can t be
3 ours lecause because I am already
married "

It was over at last, but not until the
words were uttered did she realize their
full meaning. She had flung life's prom-
ises from her, her decision was Irrevoca-
ble and final. And then, realizing how
her words had stung him, she shut her
eyes to spare herself the sight of the
awful suffering that had crept Into his
face.

"Married Is It true-- " he asked broken-
ly, his arm falling limply to his side.

"Yes." Once more she glanced up at
his white and rigid face. She must ex-

plain, but she knew that whatever she
might say would sound like a

"I am sorry. I didn't mean
didn't think this could happen when

introduced me an Miss Ethel
Grandin. When I demanded an explana-
tion she said it would be a good Joke
It was a common thing at house parties."

How stupid and inadequate, how life-
less and cold her words sounded

"I see what a Joke It was?" mumbled
Hobart. Then he laughed hysterically.
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in movinc oicture form on same day. you
can. If you cannot, see it later. Frequent announcements will keep
you posted as to where to go.

These' stories, which appear only in The, Herald, comprise the best
ot the picture plays proaucea in nmenca. uney are noi nasiuy prc-oar-ed

outlines, but finished works of fiction, prepared in collaboration
with the scenario writers. weeks before the picture plays are released.
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Her Lips Would Hint Out Life's Mean.
to Come a Diurnal, trblng old." In

his voice sounding like a cry flung over
Icy wilda.
"Mabe jou don't understand." he went
on. "I never knew I could love llko
this didn't know what love was unUl
I met ou." If

She shrank from the aony in his
voice. "It's all right, little girl." he
said hoarsel). "Mrs. Hampton has bad
her little JoKe. I know It wasn't )our
fault. You couldn't play with a man's
love like that."

"Thank you," Klhel manased to sa.
"And now we must forget." He took

ht hand and held It while he looked
nderly Into her ees. "You
u "l try to be liapy and brave, little
. Good-by.- "

The farewell lingered on her lips, and
then she tore herself away and ran to
her room. There was nothing but the
forgetting left, and the forgetting would
be bitter. Life would be sadder, more of
an aching void now that she had learned
that It might give. She must pack, at
onee and go back to her husband and
and forget. Hobart had asked her to try
to be liappy and brave she could at
least be brave. Somehow she could en-

dure the heartaches intlieted by a hus-
band who did not love her. Perhaps by T

patient pleading she could persuade him a
to change his ways. She would tr
she felt she had emerged from the su
preme test a purer, better woman.

As the train roared through the night
she busied herself with plans she hoped to
would help her forget. In the early
hours of the morning she stole Into the
house and tiptoed upstairs to her room. In
Her husband had gone out In the even-
ing and had not yet returned, her maid
told her. She smiled bitterly her mind
had Just been busy with plans for mak-
ing him home brighter and happier. She
seated herself before the window to
await the dawn, and as she sat there a
feeling of utter forlornness crept over
her. Her one dazzling glimpse of love
and happiness had promised so much,
and so little had been given her. A sigh
sounding like the strangled cry of one
who knows his springtime has flown
slipped from her lips.

Then she remembered Hobart's words.
"You must try to be happy and brave."
and when she emerged from the struggle If

Surely you want to go

Here's how to get the money

Enter The Ben Franklin
Quiz, solve the fifty picto-graph- s,

and you may easily
win a sum of cash which
will not only cover your ex-

penses to the Exposition, but
be sufficient to take you on
a world's sight-seein- g tour.

you see the pictures or not.

she was glad, that she had won and
proved herself "worthy of love.

Dawn was creeping Into the room when
her maid laid a paper before her. Ethel
stared at a streak ot black. The letters
blurred before her eyes.

"Dead!" she murmured at length.
"Dead!" Her heart beat wildly as she
read about the automobile accident In
which her husband and Mlsa Vera Eu
Barre. of .the Follies company, had met
death after a tour through the cafe
district. As she laid the paper aside
the only clear Impression In her jumble

thoughts and sensations was r. feel-
ing of happiness In the knowledge that
she had, emerged victorious from the
supreme test.

A telegram was handed her: she
opened it with numb fingers and reati:

"Have Just heard the news. I asked
you to try to be happy and brave. 1

want you to be brave now. Happiness
mar come later. "HOBAHT."

Ethel smiled, and a look of wondor
and questioning crept Into her eyes.

DAILY SHORT STORY.

ACROSS THE STREET.

n oi.ivi: noDEiiTs haiitox.
Rosemary Jumped out of bed with her

eyes shut, and had the alarm silenced
beforo she opened them. The room was
dark and chilly, for 6 o'clock is early

March In summer Rosemary got up
S.

She lit the gas and caught sight of
the ribbon on her finger, tied there the
last thing the night before. Memory
sudenly Jogged, woke up. Mackeral!
That was it! They were out of salt
mackeral for breakfast, and she knew
that Uncle Peter would peeve If it were
missing. She had not discovered that
the kit was empty until bedtime, when
she had gone to the kitchen to put It to
soak. Uncle Peter liked It pretty salt,

she had decided to hurry and dress In
the morning and slip down to the store
lefore the neighbors were up. That
would give the fish two hours to soak,
for Uncle Peter never breakfasted un
til 9.

She dressed, then looked at herself
the glass, undecided about her curl

papers. They were not becoming In
fact, they were decidedly the revcr.
but their removal took time, and time
was precious.

When she was dressed and her hair
properly curled and arrangid she looked
like the first hair of her name: that Is.

she were w.th pleasant people who
took her out of hcrc-l- f long enough to
forget the slaty grajness of her every
day life. Then she would become really
beautiful, the years semed to drop off
and she was a girl again, vivacious and
channlng.

Hut Fhe generally wan railed by the
last half; Uncle Pctir had chopped off
the Hose when she csmt- - to keep house
for him lie sa'd It wai flippant. And
so. little by little, he had chopped off
the best things in her life until only
tht bare and ugly thlncs remained In
time. Itoscmary had begun to look older
than she realy was. This morning In
the gaslight and curlers she looked forty.
In reality she was thirty-thre- e.

A month ago she would not have given
the papers a. .single thought. Hut things
were different now. W hat If she should
happen to meet the boarder across the
street.

Shu glanced at the clock. She would
have to risk It anywa It was nearly

now and she must hurry. She put on
sweater, tied a scarf over her head

and. started down the street. The shut
ters of the macks' second story front
were closed, and the windows all down
He was probably dressing and had yet

eat breakfast. She was safe.
She sighed. Pretty plump little Polly

Illack probably looked as fresh as a daisy
the morninc. She did not need curl

papers for her thick, wavy, reddish- -
brown hair. Mary sighed again, for as
she was picturing to herself charming.
smiling little Polly handing the boarder
his cup of coffee, she caught sight of
herseir In a plate-glas- s window.

"Don't be such a silly'" she exclaimed.
"Why. ou don't even know his nsme,
and vou certainly have no Identity as
far as he so.-s- . He probably thinks
you're the maid. for. dear knows, he
aiuas nappens along when ou're out
cleaning windows or polishing the door
neii. imn t he even catch vou hinHnv
out the clothes the day he hunted for
.iirs. uiacK's cat in the alley That Is.

ho noticed you at all." she added to
herself.

The store was open when she arrived.
She bought her llsh, but held It away
from her. for the odor penetrated thebrown paper wrapping and It made hersick. She hated fish.

Going home, she planned for the days
work. Her purchase had knocked senti-
ment out of her head. Love may l.nrhat locksmiths, but It turns up Its noseat other things and walks away. Marywas wondering If she could get the lunch
dishes washed In time to go down forsome new tea toweling and be home be-
fore the baked beans for dinner wouldburn, when she slipped on two-thir- ofa square Inch of Ice and fell.

It was a most awkward fall thA bin- -

when one's ct suffers most. To
make things worse, her package flew, thedampened paper parted and Uncle Peter's
oreaKiasi lay snameiessly exposed upon
the brick pavement.

First we listen for n lauch If we run
think of anything but a Jarred anatomy-ne- xt

we glance surreptitiously to se how
the public take It. Everything favoraoir,
and If our belongings happen to be any-
thing In the world but flsh we pick them
and ourselves up and march away, haugh-
tily or belligerently according to our

Mary didn't hear any one laugh, but
before she had time to pick herself up,
much less her belongings, she saw a man
running across the street toward her.
Horror of horrors! It was the boarder'

Are you hurt?" he asked anxlouily.
Mary shook her head. She felt that

her face would soon burst if the blood
did not stop rushing to it so. "No. thank
you," she finally stammered, and started
to get up.

He helped her to her feet and started
for the fish.

"Oh, no. no! Pleae don't." she pro
tested. "I'll get another. It's only a few
steps back to the store." In her con
fusion she had not noticed that her scarf
had become loosened, until It dropped at
her feet With a quick,
motion both hands flew to her head. The
man picked It up. When he handed it
to her she scarcely thanked him in her
haste to get the telltale knobs under
cover. Her face had become suddenly

MAYOR'S WALNUT-OI- L
Ona Bottle Compound HAIR DYE

tor oitnor nair or Beard.)fc3 A wsnantu mKI, ITlllMfatitsn (Jeaft. 8sU4 for 20 frtta t
tbMMl 9hm iUl pralast ud nwiiii4 Iniggj t m mqwst tfUanUH fran IsvDct.

lac will. kl Itm baBcjBwiat4irfrjj)ii;
all ibadet M (Mpc! klack Ilk MtartJ

wltkoatsUlBlaCtilsU
ft. Eswll appnit. a aMatk, a trUI--

HSaiaTBRKD ef4 br lrm1w r dlmt tnm y ttmdi hanr jr aAdrcM. Trial lUt, 0o- - Trcbl alic, Ll
A MAYOR WALNUT-OI-L CO.,
Dtp! Wast 2827 Wjlflditli, Kims Citf, Hi. 0. J. A

f.i -- r Ksttitva I hael better go home.'
she faltered, avoiding ftl eye. Than.
you for being so kind- - uooa morning.
flhn turned awav.

"But you are ill! You will allow me
to go as far as your door, won't you?
I can't leave you this way.

Thrn the flush sweet her cheeks again.
'Nn thank von. I feel perfectly welL
Good morning." This time it was final
and he. looked after her. puzzled. The
fish caught his eye and he laughed softly,
with a sudden Inkling of the situation.
"IJoor child!" he said In a tone that
would have given aiary ooo or anousua.
"I'll, bet she'll catch It when Uncle Peter
misses his mackeral.

Mary did catch it. and she tried to
make herself believe that that was the
reason she cried all day.

That afternoon a box of s came for
her. There was no card! it was tne nrst
box of flowers she. had ever received In
her life. She did not dare dream-- it was
wicked to hope.

No, it could net be! because the fol-

lowing week she counted four times
that he went out with Polly Black, and
a neighbor told her she had seen him
dancing with her In a cabaret. "I
think It's scandalous for a man of his
age to be taking out a young thing
like that."

"I don't think he's too old at all."
declared Mao' hotly. "Why, he can't
be forty yet!" Then she flushed pain
fully and the neighbor looked suspicious.
But the remark had gone home!

The next week another box of roses
came. The fourth box contained a card.
"May I call tonight? Just pin a red
rose on the curtain." It was signed "The
Man Across the Street."

It was a soft evening In early April
when Mary pinned the red rose to the
curtain, and when, two hours later,
there was a ring at the bell, a half-grow- n

moon was high In the sky.
It was Rose, not Mar), who opened

the door, and she looked as many years
under her age as she had looked older
on that awful morning weeks before.

"I thought, perhaps, you would bring
Polly," was about she could think to
say when they were seated Inside.

He laughed. "Polly's gone to a show
with Tom Dixon. Besides, rhe's a dandy
little girl, but she can't come courting
with her Uncle John.

(fopjTilht. !.)

"PUNISH THE PARENTS

OF UNRULY CHILDREN"

Should Be Held Responsible for In-

corrigible Offspring, Says Vice

President Marshall.

OFFERS SOLUTION OF PROBLEM

That parents of unruly boys and glrl-- s

should he taken into me juvcnne v.oun
.....4 ...i.t M,tvinB!hli ? Ih. misconduct
of their children Is suggested by Vice
President Marshall as a good remedy
for the redemption i uh."i-riglb- le

children.

day night along these lines beforo &0

men and women prominent in Dusiness,
professional, and social circle' In Baltl- -

...... ... t.s.1 mih.rnl nt thf flnnll.il
dinner of the Henry Watson Children's
Aid Society

When asked about his Baltimore
.. t. i.a i.a im,i1.iii iaT mpni iip--

tlared It was absurd for a parent to say
biia ignnnr t niiu

"A child under fifteen years never
. U..t.l l. ntA Kattfistratk ii iilrf Aft ATI

Incorrigible. Its parents should be
brought Into the court ana icciurea, anu.
If necessary, forced to keep the child
I ... .t.4lphl nrA narrow nath. I
believe In parental courts more than
Juvenile Courts. said tne v ice
an

"If the parent I at fault and does not
attempt, after being warned, to take
the child In hand he should De torceu
to pay so much for the upkeep each

ub nf i.a nffnHnf nni: hitve tt nlaced
In the care of persons who would see
to It that It was properly orous-n-i up.

rw. nn nnnlah fhlMron fnr thine theV

have done and about which they have
been tau?ht indifferently by their pa
rents. Punish the parents wno anon
their children to go wrong This would

i.. .htMr.n a Muh ovpr thplr nArpntS
That is to say, the parents would Ie
forced to live an exemplary me ueiure
their children. rnis, in my opinion,
would solve the great problem confront- -
ln. Ih. naliiin

The Vice President does not advocate
the abolition of the Juvenile Courts of

I.A niimtn Vint r.tinrs the addition of
parental tribunals, tie does not uenevc
a Juvenile Court should have tne ngnt
n rhlMrMi tn criminal institution

for correction, unless they be at an
age where thej have little regard or
nspect for their parents teacmngs.

"CHURCH OF TODAY

ON WITNESS STAND"

"No Machine Is Accepted Until It

Works." Rev. Dr. Montgomery

Tells Congregation.
Placing the church In the same class

with the fig tree condemned b I'hrM
Iwcause It Imre no fruit. Ilev Dr. James
Shera Montgomery pastor or Metiopoli-ta- n

Methodist Church, last night declared
the church today 1 on the witness stand
and answers only the questions It must.

There Is with the thurch today a tor-

ment of talk, talk, talk; an epidemic of
outward expression Dr Montgomery
said. "The need of the church this very
hour is the strength of reservation and
repose, which are the outer expressions
of an Inwanl spiritual power. The ex-

terior Is too much In evidence. It Is

starred and underscored.
The tocsin of the church Is not simpl.

to be happy or saved, but to be useful
nnd helpful to the sinning and the
burdened and unfortunate world, not an
exclusive mutual admiration society for
the purpose of re and self-
laudation. The greatest anthem ever
sung Is the anthem attuned to the heart
that helps and pities.

"The church of today Is on the witness
stand and answer the questions she
must No machine Is accepted until It
works. Every Institution must give legi-

timate reason why It exists. Likewise
with the church. If she grows fruit that
nurtures and grows the best tpe of
character the world shouts, "Good" If
not. man Is ready to board another ves
sel whose sails are spread to holler and
loftier breezes."

BAND CONCERT TODAY.

Jljr the United Mates
Band, John 8. M. Zimmrnninn. dtrrrtor.
HtanWy Hill, at 330 p. m. IncTa.m
March, "8nirtr Fidel. boil
Oterture, "UlT' Ttchaikows-k-

Tiro wnissv
(a) "Little Cray Home Id the Wct."
(bl There'a a Hill br the 15a". Lohr

Pelcrtlcm, "The Gondolt-r-iV- Sulliian
CharacteriatJc, "Tbe IDcune Patrol"

KirtiTt from "Oh! Oh! lUJiin"..Cj.nJl
Finale, National Fredbl-r"- .

"The Star 8iogkd Banner."

. Note There will be no onocrrt at the Ma- -

tine BamcLa today, March 30, a the Ma
'J rise Band will be otbenriae enffiseU

r--

Pitch plno from Mobile Is bring used!
on the terminal of the Hudson ttu rail!
way at Port Nelson.
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THE WAR DAY BY DAY
Fifty Years Ago.

March, 30, The Confederate Priioa at Aodertoniille, Sumter Coast-?- ,
j

G-- which Had Been Opened oa February 20, Wat Rapidly T-JSa-g Up (

with Federal Soldiers Seat South from Richmond Orijin and Charac-- ,

ter of the Prixon. j
(Written expresf ly for The Herald.)

Fifty years ago today the Confederate
prison at Andersonvllle. Sumter 'County.
GS--. which had been opened on February

. was rapidly nillng with Federal sol-

diers sent south from Richmond.
The care of its prisoners had now

become such a burden to the Confed-
eracy that neither proper food nor shel-
ter could be provided for the thousands
of Federals tn Its hands. Food even for
the Confederate armies In the field was
not readily obtained, while labor, paid
In a currency so debased that a day's
pay would not buy a full meal for the
laborer, was not to be had In quantity
for such a purpose as bulldinc prisons.

Andersonvllle hsd been chosen as a
Prison site because It was In a section
where, supplies could be more readily
obtained than In Richmond. The men
who established the prison labored
honestly, though ineffectively, to make
It habitable. It was destined In spite
of them to develop. In the dying days
of the Confederacy, Into a place of
horror.

Late in 1WJ the Confederate Bovern-me- nt

had seen the need of establishing
a new military prison In some remote
spot, where supplies would be more
abundant and escapes would be less fre-
quent. On November II. ISC, Capt. V.
Sidney Winder, a son of Gen. John II.
Winder (In command of the Richmond
prisons), was ordered by the Confederate
secretary of war to select a site for a
prison in the neighborhood of Amerlcus
or Fort Valley. Ga. The location chosen.
Andersonvllle. was six miles from Amer-
lcus. and sixty miles from Macon, on
the line of the Southwestern Railroad,
which runs from Macon through South-
west Georgia.

Msnrt of nnd Labor.
The ground chosen was about a third

of a mile from the east side of the rail-
road. On It was a grove of lofty pines,
from uhkh material was obtained for
administration buildings and a stockade.
Wood, a prime necessity, was especlall
plenty and a stream of water ran across
the lot. The place promised well.

CapL Richard H. Winder took charge
of the construction of Cimp Sumpter as
the post was named. This officer, who
was a quartermaster in the Confederate
service, soon found that he rould not get
supplies together readily for the expected
prisoners On February S. before a pris-
oner had arrived, he reported urgent need
of all sorts of supplies, excepting corn
and meal.

On February IT. the day on which the
first detachment of prisoners left Rich-
mond for Andersonvllle. Capt. Winder re-
ported that It was impossible to hire men
who had been exempted from conscrip-
tion to drive cattle for the needs of the
prison. These men preferred to specu-
late on their own account. Capt. Winder
was also troubled by the approaching
departure of the negroes who were em
ployed In the work. CIO in number, who
were soon to return to their respective
plantations. There was no labor at hann
to replace this force, and altogether the
prospect of having the post in readiness
for Its occupants was not a favorable one.

What Prison Was Like.
By the time the first prisoners arrived

the stockade of the prison was done.
The inner lnclosure. which was sur-

rounded by a log structure eighteen to
twenty feet In height, n.easurcs l.aio feet
In length and 779 feet In width This ln-

closure was surrounded at a distance of
sixty feet with another paliade of loss
twelve feet high. In August. 1SI. when
the prison was at its fullest tide of popu-
lation, the length was extended to l.&.u
feet.

The ground Inside the stockade was
cleared. Not a tree or shrub was

left standing.
In the original inclosure was an area

of twelve acres. There were two gates,
and but two corresponding apertures in
the outer pallade. These gates were
constructed of massive timbers. They
were always strongly guarded. At inter-
vals of 1 feet along the top of the inner
palisade there were sentry boxes whose
occupants could urey both the exterior
and the Interior of the prison.

The first commander of the prison. Col.
Parsons, of the Fifty-fift- h Georgia Re-

serves, was described by some of his
a- a humane and considerate

governor The men of his regiment fra-
ternized with the first comers, and to
Its occupants Andersonvllle was
an agreeable change from the crowded
prisons at Richmond.

From such a beginning conditions were
rapid!) to grow worse until Ih week of
August 7. when the prison, a vast reek-
ing pen of sweltering, starving, vermin-ridde- n

Invalids, contained t,'lZ men ThH
was the high tide of its population.

Soldiers of character and training could
not lie spared to guard the prison, and
the guards as a rule were Ignorant con-
scripts. Pome were brutal in acts and
words, shooting at any haple's prisoner
who approached the dead-lin- e or savagely
cursing the prisoners. Others were often
moved to pity by the sufferers tieneath
them, throwing bread to the hungr). and
speaking kindly

Amane Karl) tnmcr.
A realistic picture of the hard life with-

in the Andersonvllle stockade in the pris-
on's early davs. Is presented in the diary
of Sergt. John L. Ransom, of Company
A. Ninth Michigan Cavalry. Sergt. Ran-
som was captured on November fi, 163,
near Rogersville. Fast Tennessee lie
reached Relic Ile. In the James River.
November 13. On March 7 he was assigned
to an Andersonvllle detachment and on
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March 13, twenty days after the prison
was opened, he found himself at Ander-
sonvllle. .

The prison then contained 1.S0O men. Ha
found It a plot without streets. Huts,
shacks and shelters, which had been built
by the prisoners, were scattered about In
haphazard fashion.

"A dismal hole It Is." wrote the ser-
geant on the day of his arrival. On
March 13 he drew as rations a quart of
cornmeal. half a pound ot beef and some
salu "This Is splendid." he wrote. By
March IT he got a pint of beans or peas,
three-quarte- rs of a pint of meat, and a
piece of bacon each day, and wrote that
he was "dolnc very welL"

The prisoners were "squadded" by this
time Into groups of 100. Prison life had
made the men nervous and Irritable, and
there was much fighting going on In the
stockade.

Rations by April 10 had dwindled to
one-ha- lf In quantity. Scurvy had ap-
peared, and the men were dying at the
rate of eighty a day. Clothing was wear-
ing out. or was traded for food. By
the middle of April the sergeant was re-

duced to his shirt, trousers, and hat. Yet
he savs he was "well dressed when com-
pared with many."

On April II new onions at H
for a bunch of five were offered

the prisoners, with few purchasers. Ity
April 30 the rations had got down to er

of what was needed. By May S

"a quarter of a loaf of cooked bread and
live ounces of bacon" were given out.
which the sergeant found was "an Im-
provement. '

Prisoners llnujr Thieves.
Among the prisoners was a band of

thieves who made a business of rob-
bing the constantly arriving newcom-
ers of all their possessions.

This evil Increased to such an extent
that the prisoners took the matter In
hand, arrested six of the raiders, tried
them before an improvised court, and
sentenced them to be hanged This
sentenced was carried out by the prls
oners, and thievery In the prison was
stopped.

On May 11 there wai a picnic and a
dance of the guards on the outside of
the prison, with a hand and women
guests from Macon. The music chet

the men Inside the stockade.
There was much singing In th-- i

prison, and many good singers 'God
bless a man who can sing this
place." wrote the sergeant. I!v M.iv
H th ergeant was taking In washing
for a living, for which he received

sm-il- l pieces nf bread. He was in
partnership with a Michigan Indian.
The firm was prosperous.

By May -- 1. the laundrv firm was
Baptlste. Ransom & Co. and ! sines
was on the increase. Itv June 'lie
sergeant was a hair utter.

The sergeant showed himself In Ms
earlv entries In his dl.-ir- to have be ti
a fheerful. optimistic person who
made the best of life's adversities and
who was alwavs looking for better
things. His diary is a striking Illus-
tration of the effect of starvation. At
first his paragraphs were full In quan-
tity and animated in stle. By Sep-
tember the story of the day's doings
was reduced to a feeble, single line.

News came on September 6 that
prisoners who could walk should bo
transferred to Savannah. This w.. Id
have been go"il news to Sergt R
som. but he could not walk he vvi
not able to stand Ills fai'hfi.i India-frien-

artuallv carried him in the line
and got him aboard the train. He was.
transferred to a Savannah hospital,
where he eventually recovered.

(Conditions at Andersonvllle in Au-
gust will be described in this series

Tomorrow: The Ited Hirer Cam-
paign.
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FEMINISM IN ART HAS INNINGS.

1 ii u un I Array of .Muslcnl Women
Feature of April Dlur .

Thre I more than the mere flavor
of feminism to at least one important
feature of thi month's musical offer-inR-

1'ractirally eer artist of impor-
tant In the April list of tieu
Columhia Potiblf-Di.- .- Records fi a
woman. Fin--t rome- - Mme

the famous Fretuu
contralto, an artist of international
distinction whose work has aroused
the enthusiasm of operatic audiences
in Kurope and In this countrv Mm.
Gervllle-Keirhe was first heard In
America at the Manhattan Op ra
House in 1107. her engagement by Os-

car Ha mm erst fin following an alreadv
brilliant carver in ont He
Pan Opera Comique and the Thf-it- e

de la Alunnaie. lrusels. She tias
been heart 1 in many S ite-- ft

the Fnion in concert work. r lir t
exrl'isHelv Columbia retords comprise
the two grt-a- t .irla from Sauit-t-a'- n

Sms"n and Delilah."
On the ret of the 1IM then 15 tr-

usutl nrra of absolutely down- -
Mng lilts from the latest Kroadw
musical shows and also a new list of
modern dance records that have been
made under the personal supervisio
of G. Hepburn Wilson. M. R. undoubt-
edly the greate-- -. lilnp authority on
modern dancing.

In a vear T.T.'T.-x- "O cigars and four-
teen billion cigarettes were smosed In
the I'nlted States

E. J. EflVI.V
14th aad Harrard Sts.

SONG BOOK COUPON
Six of theie clipped from The Daily Herald or three daily and

one Sunday coupon entitle the bearer to a choice of either of the
beautiful song books described below when accompanied by the ex-

pense amount sst opposite the style selected, which covers the items
of the cost of packing, express from the factory, checking, clerk hire,

and. other necessary expense items.

"SONGS THAT NEVER GROW OLD" ILLUSTRATED
This blc book contains songs of Home and Love: ratrlotlc. Sacred,

jnd songs: Operatic and National soncs SEVCS complete onc
books In O.VE Tolnrae. Present MX coupons to show you are a reader
of this paper and
7Q. for the beautiful lienvy EnKllsh cloth binding. Same contents In

3'C psper binding, tn cents. We "tronclr recommend the hearr cloth
binding, as It la a book that lilll last foreaer.

MAIL onDHIlS. Hither book by parcel post, send To EXTISA for dis-
tances within 150 miles. 10c KXTRA for distances from 130 to 300 miles:
for greater distances ask your postmaster amount required for 3 pounds.

Distributing points, THE HERALD SONG BOOK,
on sale at the following places:

F. C. SJ11T1I PIANO CO.. IITOLAXD WALLACE,
isir f st. x. w. sis oth si. x. tv.

CHAS. JU. STIEFF. PIANOS i ADAMS' NEWS DEPOT.
1008-10-10 F St. X. W. lit. Pleasant Branch. 3746 14th X. W.

HOUSE HEnilJIAXN. W. B. IIOLTZCLA1V,
Tth and I Sis. X. V. J705 Pa. Are. ST. W.

A NEWS DEPOT,
Bth aad Sis. X.
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